197

THE PEONY OF PAO-YU

San-Lang, having uttered this eulogy, took out
the silk ball and gazed at it for a long time. Then he
rose to his feet and said : " San-Lang, you have been
lovers fool for a night. To-morrow you will be hon-
ourably pleased to forget your foolishness. Even
now you will have the goodness to bid farewell to Pao-
Yu, and, when the sun rises, see that your well-shaped
nose is in close proximity to a learned and salutary
book."

II

When San-Lang* awoke the next morning he set
about his business with renewed zest. He went to
the youth who had missed his lesson the previous
night, and the scholar^s lengthy discourse was a
strange mingling of suavity, erudition, wit, and
temper.  For the time being San-Lang had set his
love aside, and, with a fierceness that surprised his
pupil, he quoted the following from one of the Odes
of Confucius : <c A clever man builds a city. A clever
woman lays one low. With all her qualifications,
that clever woman is but an ill-omened bird.^ There
was no gainsaying San-Lang, much less Confucius^ so
the youth went away, assured that the ancients and
their exponents must have been unfortunate in their
love-affairs,

Though San-Lang worked diligently, there were
times when the little silk ball whispered romantic
messages to him, when the dainty figure of Pao-Yu